" 1 he J-Ujtonc — — * 

And comes notin,ouer-rulde by prophecies,, 

I feare, the power of Percy is too weake. 

To wage an m it ant tri ill with the king. 

Sir M, Why, my good Lord, you need not feare. 

There is Douglas, and Lord Mortimer/ 

~4rcb. No, , Mortimer is not there,. 

SirTd. But there is Mordake, V ernon, Lord Many Percy' 
A nd tlierc is my Lord of W orccfter ,and a head " 

Of gallant warnours, noble gentlemen, 

*Arch. A nd l o there is, but y et the king hath drawn® 

The lpeti '11 head of all the land together. 

The Prince of Wales, Lord I ohn of L an caller. 

The noble Wcftmerland, and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuals and dcare m.en 
Of cftimation, and command in armes, 

SirlYl, Doubt noc,my L.they ihaii be well oppos’d* 
tArcb, I hope lio leftc,yet, need foil t’is to feare, . 

And to preuent the word, lir Mighel, fpecd: 

For if Lord Percy tliriue not, e’re the king 
Difmide his power, he meancs to vifit vs. 

For he hath heard of our confederate. 

And, t’is but wifedome, to make if tong againft himt 
Therefore make halle, I mull goe write againe 
To other friends, and lo fare well,fif, M ighel. Exeunt, 

Enter the Kina , Prince oflFales, Lord lohn of Utncafter flask . 

cfWeftmcrLin&jS ir IK'c titer Blunt yCindV&lftalff ?. 

King, How blouddy the funne begins topeare 
Aboue yon busky hill, the day look.es pale 
Athisdiftempraturc, 

friu. Tile Southren wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purports. 

And, by his hollow whiffling in the leaues, 

Foretcls a tempell and a bluitring day. 

King. Then, with the lofers let it fi nip ichize, 

For nothing can leemefouletothort that winne. 

The trumpet founds. Enter IK'orcefier, 

King. How, now, my Lord of Worcederft’xs not weV 
That you and I fliould meet vpon liicli tearmes ( e 
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of tienry the fourth. 

As now we meet, Youhauc deceiu’dourtruft. 

And made vs dorte our eafie robes of peace, 

Tocrulh our oldlimmesin vngentle fteele; 

Xhisis not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay you to it? willyou againe vnknic 
jjus churhlh knot of all abhorred war? 

Andmoue in that obedient orbe againe. 

Where you did giue a faire and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigie of feare, and a portent 
@t brocned niifcliicfeto the vnborne times# 
rw.Hcare me, niy Liege: 
fer mine owne part, I could be well content. 

To entertaine die lag end of my life * 

With quiet hourcs. For I prot eft, 

1 liaue not fought the day of this diilike. 

King. You liaue notfought it: how comes it uien! 

Pal. Rebellion Jay in bis way, and he foundit. 

Pm, Peace, chcwct, peace. 

\Por, It pleas’d your maieftie to turne your Iookes 
Of fauour, from my lelfe, and all our houle. 

And yeti muft remember you, niy Lord: 

Wewere thefirlland dcare 11 of your friends. 

For you my ftaffe of office did 1 breake 
In Richards time, and ported day and night 
Tomeetyou on the way, and kille your hand. 

When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong aRd fortunate as I* 

Itwasmy felfe, my brother and his fonne, 

Thatbrought vou home, and boldly did outdate 
The clangers of the time. You fevore to vs. 

And you did liveare tiiatothc at Dancafter, 

1 hatyou did nothingpurpofe gainft the ftate. 

Nor dairne no further, then your new falnc right, 

The feat of Gaunt, Dukedomc of Lancarter: 

Todiis, wef.vorc our aid:but in fhortfpace 
itraind downe fortune fliowring on y.cur head, 

A ud inch a floud of greatncrtefell onyou. 
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